JOYS OF POLAR SLEDGING    101
Norwegian bed-fellows were snoring like threshing-machines, trolley-cars, boiler-shops and batteries of artillery. Then, generally without much loss of time, I suppose I joined in the chorus.
All these and countless other annoyances are small matters when once you get accustomed to them, and as long as one is in full possession of his health and strength. But I cannot conscientiously recommend an Arctic tent as a hospital, nor a dog sledge in rough ice and bad weather as an ambulance.